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Dear Parents,
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After an exciting day, it often takes just one small thing to calm your children down and help them get off to sleep. Little rituals such as reading them a story are tailor-made to do the job. So, in this book, we’ve brought together one bedtime story for each day of the year.


Every story is self-contained, but many of the stories form a longer narrative. There are those about Tomberg the troll, for instance, who sets off on a journey to the north; George, the castle ghost, who keeps bumping his head on the roof beam; and Molly the mouse, who sets up home in the larder.


Since children love to hear things repeated, you could read the stories aloud twice. Boys and girls find safety and stability in hearing familiar stories again.


And, of course, in this book every child will find their very own birthday story.


Each story is accompanied by an attractive illustration that gently draws your child into the world of dreams, and allows them to go to sleep quietly and safely.


We hope that you and your children will derive much pleasure from this book, and a whole year full of peaceful nights and sweet dreams!
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1 January


The New Year’s rocket message


Martin discovered a New Year’s firework, a rocket that had burnt out and fallen to the ground. Inside the cardboard tube he noticed a piece of paper. He unrolled it and found strange signs were printed on it. “It must be a secret message!” he thought. Martin just had to find out what the message said. He phoned his friend Katy and told her about the mysterious New Year’s message. “Aliens from outer space!” breathed Katy. The children devised a plan to reply to the aliens. They drew pictures on the piece of paper, showing children playing together and eating cakes with Martians. Then they rolled the paper up again, put it in the tube and placed it exactly where Martin had found it. “Do you think they’ll find it?” asked Katy. Martin shrugged. Perhaps they would find it – when it was firework time again.S.H.
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2 January


The sofa monster


Melissa was sitting on the sofa reading a book. For some reason, the sofa felt a bit uncomfortable today. All lumpy-bumpy. Melissa lifted up the cover and saw five little shaggy green monsters crouching underneath. “Who are you?” she asked in amazement. But the monsters just laughed in her face. “Just you wait!” said Melissa. She got out the vacuum cleaner and tried to vacuum the monsters up. But they simply fastened their claws into the cushion and grinned at Melissa. “Okay! Fine!” said Melissa. “If that’s the way you want it …” Then she called on the secret anti-monster weapon which fills all monsters with fear and dread. Melissa roared as loud as she could, “Muummmyyy!” Suddenly, the little monsters evaporated into thin air. The cowards were scared of grown-ups! Feeling pleased with herself, Melissa opened her book again. At last she could look at the pictures without being disturbed.S.H.
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3 January


The birthday dwarf


It was James’s birthday. He’d had a party, and his friends had brought him lots of presents. Now he was lying in bed, trying to go to sleep. But he could hear a strange scratching noise under the bed. He peered down and found a little parcel there. Mum and Dad must have forgotten to give it to him! James unwrapped it. And out of the parcel, with a loud gasp, jumped a little man. “At last!” he panted. “I’d run out of air!” “Who are you?” asked James in surprise. “I’m your birthday dwarf,” said the little chap. “You can make one wish. I’m curious to hear what you’re going to wish for.” James didn’t need much time to make up his mind! He’d often imagined what he would ask for if a fairy or a witch granted him a wish. “I wish for a new wish every day!” he said at once. “You’re a clever lad,” said the dwarf with a little smile. “Your wish is granted.” And he crept into James’s pyjama pocket. “I’m not just dreaming, am I?” asked James anxiously. “Only if you wish the same thing in the morning.” “Of course I won’t!” said James. And they both fell fast asleep.S.H.
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4 January


The elves’ snow music


If you think that elves only dance on warm summer nights, you don’t know everything there is to know about them. You see, elves also love the winter. When it’s bitterly cold and icy outside, and the frost is pinching everyone’s nose, the elves celebrate their winter festival. In an endless round, the snow crystals drift down from the sky and land on the ground with a gentle, silver sound. Only elves have ears sharp enough to hear the music of the snow. When the snowflakes begin to dance, the elves too begin to dance. What they like doing best is to hover over the freshly fallen snow on which there is not yet a single human footprint. Very gently, the hems of their clothes graze the brilliant white snow and leave behind light traces, as if the wind had breathed upon the covering of snow. From the roofs there hang icicles, all in a row like the chimes of a xylophone. The elves play music on them – plinkety plonkety! And if you don’t believe this, then break off an icicle and take a close look. You’ll see everything that happened last night, caught inside it as if on a film.I.A.
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5 January


Visit to Mother Hulda


Philip lived right at the top of a tower block. Once, as he was going down in the lift, it didn’t stop at the ground storey, where Philip usually got out. It kept going right on, down and down. Then, at last, it stopped. Philip got out and found himself in a strange apple orchard. There was an oven, in which he found some warm bread. He quickly shook some apples out of a tree too – but suddenly he was in the home of someone he knew about from a story he had read, Mother Hulda. He helped her to make her beds and, as in the story, the feathers floated outside and covered the world with snow.


“Well done, my boy,” said Mother Hulda. “Now you can go back up to earth.” “But how do I get there?” “Just go through that gate over there.” Philip was terrified that something strange would happen, as in the story. Perhaps he would be showered with black pitch, or even with gold! That might never come off him, no matter how long he lived. Mother Hulda guessed his thoughts and said, “Don’t be scared. Just go.” The gate opened wide. And beyond it was the lift. It took Philip back up into his own world.I.A.
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6 January


Matilda does the cooking


“Today I’m going to cook myself something really nice,” decided the elf Matilda. She filled a saucepan with water and half a bottle of ketchup and placed it on the cooker. Then she added sugar, milk and mustard. Of course, she also put in some noodles and rice. A teaspoonful of honey, one carrot (unsliced), a helping of chocolate ice-cream, apple sauce and an onion (quartered). Then she tasted it. “It needs spicing up!” she thought. She quickly added some marjoram, thyme, basil, a spoonful of cinnamon, some nutmeg, vanilla sugar and parsley. Then she stirred it vigorously and finally added some salt and pepper and a few dried chilli peppers. She smiled with pleasure and took a taste. The moment her tongue touched the concoction, all her hair stood on end and flames shot out of her ears and mouth. “Hmm, nice and hot!” she said, hoarsely.U.R.
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7 January


The little mermaid’s birthday


Jonathan wrapped his warm scarf tightly round him and looked out at the sea. He did this every day. Even in winter. He loved to watch the ships sailing by. “Hey! You!” Baffled, Jonathan peered into the water. Who should be swimming there but a little mermaid!


“Can you show me how you live, you human child? I’ve always wanted to know.” “Sorry – I can’t.” “But it’s my birthday! I’m allowed to make a wish.” “Well, okay, but … you can’t walk.” “Stupid fish tail!” said the mermaid sulkily, and looked so sad that Jonathan suddenly had an idea. He emptied the bag he used to collect shells, and in hopped the mermaid. She carried on hopping, inside the bag, until they reached Jonathan’s house. And she looked around, still hopping, as Jonathan made some pancakes for her birthday. Since it was such fun, Jonathan hopped all the way back with the mermaid. In this way, the two of them invented the sack race. Long, long ago. And now, everybody can join in the sack race – can’t they?U.R.
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8 January


The bunch of frost flowers


Johanna was lying in bed, feeling poorly. “Hello!” she suddenly heard someone saying. “I’m looking for frost flowers.” On top of her wardrobe she spotted a goblin. “I’ve only seen frost forming on stems,” replied Johanna, baffled. “That’s a pity,” said the goblin. “My mum says that frost flowers do exist in the human world. I wanted to pick a bunch to give her for her birthday tomorrow.” “Well, frost flowers don’t exist here,” Johanna explained. “But once upon a time, I did hear a story about a snow fairy. She’s bound to know where you can get a bunch of frost flowers.” “Thanks for the tip,” said the goblin, and vanished. When Johanna woke up the next day, she found a tiny little note on her bed. On it was written, “Dear Johanna, many thanks. I’ve found the snow fairy. And she secretly told me the magic formula for frost flowers. I’ve made some for you, too. Just look out of your window!” Johanna opened the curtains and stared in amazement. The window was covered from top to bottom with ice crystals. They looked like flowers growing on the window pane. They were so beautiful.U.R.
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9 January


The little frost imp


Julie was playing in the snow. Then along came a little frost imp and crept quietly into Julie’s shoes. He made her feet freezing cold. Then he climbed up her legs, right up her tummy, along her back and all the way up to her neck. Julie shook herself. Once the little frost imp had reached her cheeks and turned them all red, Julie decided she’d had enough. She dashed indoors and drank a nice cup of hot chocolate. And this drove the little frost imp out of Julie’s cheeks, chased him down her back and pushed him down into her shoes. Now all that was left of the little frost imp was two wet socks. And Julie simply hung them on the radiator to dry.S.H.
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10 January


In the snowdrift


It was snowing. The blue tit sat on a twig in the shelter of a fir tree and stared out at the falling snow. “I wish it were spring,” she sighed, and shook the snow from her feathers. “But winter is fantastic!” piped up the cheeky sparrow.


“Come on, let’s play!” He merrily flew round and back through the swirling flakes. Then he landed on a branch, with such a proud flourish that the snow fell to the ground like a little avalanche. The blue tit was curious and had a go herself. What fun it was! The two birds played around in the snow all day long. And in this way the blue tit forgot that it was still not spring.S.St.
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11 January


Mum’s taxi


During the night there had been a heavy snowfall. Before Oliver’s mum could drive him to playschool, she first needed to shovel the snow away from her car. Oliver gave her a hand. With the broom, he swept the bumpers clear. They’d soon got rid of the snow. Mum turned the key in the ignition, but the car didn’t start. Mum sighed and tried again. But nothing happened. “How am I going to get to playschool?” asked Oliver sadly. “I’ve got an idea,” said Mum. She climbed out of the car to bring the sledge out of the garage. “On you climb, young man!” she said cheerfully. “Today, Mum’s taxi is a sledge.”S.St.
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12 January


Looking for winter supplies


Fuzzy the squirrel was hopping through the park, digging holes in the snow. After a while, she squatted sadly on the branch of a tree and sighed, “Oh dear, I’m never going to find them.”


“What are you looking for?” An owl, sitting in the tree and waiting for nightfall, opened his eyes and blinked in the winter sun. “I’m looking for the nuts that I buried somewhere around here in the autumn,” replied Fuzzy. “I’m sure they’re under the big oak tree,” said the owl, and yawned.


Fuzzy scampered over to the oak, dug a hole – and found the nuts! The squirrel could barely believe her luck. She joyfully dashed back to the owl. “Thank you so much! But how did you know?” “That’s easy,” murmured the owl, wearily. “Everyone knows that squirrels always bury their nuts under an oak.”S.St.
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13 January


The snowball trap


“What are you up to?” dwarf Sven asked his friend dwarf Steve, who was making snowballs and piling them up into a neat little heap. “I’m collecting snowballs,” Steve replied. “And what are you going to do with them?” asked Sven inquisitively. “I’m making a snowball trap for giants.”


“Fantastic!” exclaimed Sven, rubbing his hands. “How does it work?” “We stretch out a big hammock from one treetop to the next. Then we fill it with snowballs. And when a giant comes along and walks under the hammock, we pull the cord. The snowballs will come tumbling down on him.” “Oh, what fun – we’re going to have a ball … with snowballs!” said Sven, delighted. “Do you think it’s going to work?” he later asked his friend Steve, when they had finished making the trap. “Hmm,” said Steve thoughtfully. “We ought to try it out and see.” “Good idea,” said Sven. “I’ll pretend I’m the giant. Now I’m under the hammock. Off you go – pull away!” Steve pulled. The snowballs came pattering down onto Sven. “It works a treat!” said Steve, delightedly. “It does,” grumbled Sven under the great pile of snow, “except that I’m not the giant.”U.R.
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14 January


The finder of things


“What have you done with my bouncy ball?” “Nothing!” “That’s what you always say!” - “That’s because it’s true!” Bang! Louisa slammed her bedroom door. Right in her brother’s face. She was always the guilty one. It was so unfair! Suddenly Louisa heard a groan. It was coming from the curtain. Louisa pulled it open – and there she saw her bouncy ball! And a wrinkled little man. “Who are you?” asked Louisa. “A finder of things!” came the answer. “I find lost things. Isn’t that obvious?” “Oh …” Louisa frowned. “Have you found my yo-yo too? And Mum’s glasses?” The little man nodded. Then he looked at Louisa reproachfully. “You lot lose too many things! I’ve run out of space. I don’t even have room to make jelly anymore. And I love jelly!” “Well, you only have to give us our things back!” suggested Louisa. “I’ll happily make you jelly in exchange!” He had no objection to that – far from it! From then on, almost all the lost things were found. And Louisa didn’t feel guilty anymore. The only thing was, she had to make rather a lot of jelly.U.R.
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15 January


Winter flowers


Anna and Grandma were standing in the garden gazing at the flowerbeds all covered in snow. “It’s a shame there aren’t any flowers in winter,” said Anna, sadly. “The flowers are still there,” said her Grandma, trying to cheer her up. “They’re enjoying their winter sleep. Some of them are deep in the earth, others are over there in the tool shed. Would you like to see them?” Anna nodded in excitement. In the shed, Grandma rummaged around until she had found a couple of crates. But apart from soil, and a few roots, there was nothing to see. Anna wrinkled her nose in disappointment. She had really been expecting more than that. “There aren’t any other flowers, I’m afraid,” said Grandma, pushing the crate back onto a shelf. “Oh yes, there are!” cried Anna, pointing to the window. “There are some over there!” She was right. Beautiful white flowers covered the whole windowpane like delicate rose tendrils. “Of course,” laughed Grandma. “The frost flowers. I’d forgotten all about them.”S.St.
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16 January


Tina and Tom go tobogganing


Tina and Tom were the best of friends. They did everything together. One day they decided to go tobogganing. “Where’s your sledge?” Tina asked in surprise when they met in the park. “I think wooden sledges are silly,” Tom explained, and pulled a blowup ring out of his rucksack. “Today I’m going tobogganing with this,” he said, and started to blow the ring up. Tina watched for a while, but she was getting cold. “I’m going on my sledge now,” she said. She sat down and swooshed down the hill, uttering a loud “Yippee!” After she had been down four times, Tom was finally ready. He jumped onto his ring and swooshed down behind Tina. Tom was really fast. He had soon caught up with Tina. And then it happened. With a loud bang, the ring burst. Tom landed in the snow. Tina laughed and said, “We can both ride on my sledge – anyway, it’s much more fun like that!”S.St.
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17 January


Detectives in the snow


“It’s just the right weather for tracking,” announced Felix, glancing into the snow-covered garden one morning. Then he packed his hefty animal book, pulled on his jacket, slipped Grandpa’s wellies on and went outside. His sister Lisa went with him. In the fresh snow they discovered lots of tracks – especially under the bird table. Felix busily leafed through his book. “These were blue tits,” he told Lisa. By the garage they found more tracks made by different animals. Felix looked on one page, and then another. “Here, the cat hunted down a mouse,” he said. And already he was tramping off. Once they had been right round the house, Felix suddenly came to a halt. “Just look at that – giant footprints,” he whispered, and pointed in alarm at the marks in the snow. “That must have been a snowman.” Lisa giggled and pointed at his feet. “But they’re just the tracks left by Grandpa’s wellies, Master Detective!”S.St.
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